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A NETAFICTIONAL WOR 


Containing a collection of adventures in realms of 


mystery and magick, this book will transport the 


reader to another world. 


The 


recounted as translated from 


following tales are 
the Zifler script in the original 


manuscripts. Every attempt 
has been made to preserve the 
meanings of the original text, 
but there will be variance 
from the original document. 
This is unavoidable — in 
translations, but the editors 
do apologize. Footnotes have 
been added to help clarify the 


translation. 


The following document is a 
work of fiction and should be 
treated as such. The document 
was not found in eastern Turkey 
written in ink on vellum dated 
back to the 13th century. And it 
was not translated from an 
ancient and arcane language. 

The existence of this document 
has not previously — been 
censored or its existence hidden, 
and the risks 


publisher no 


repercussions publishing it now. 
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but really, you know werre lying. 


Reading June: 12 Muucles 


ee ee CE, pee 
THE WHISPERED ROAD TO 


The Bazaar 


In which our hero must seek out the Elder of the 
Salt Wastes in order to find his way through the 
Salt Wastes to the safety of the Bazaar. And in 
which we discuss the Solomonari, The nature of 
the Others, and the denizen known as Whisperer. 


These are the tales of Freman Harbinger: Psychonaut and 
Wizard. Apprenticed under the eldritch being known as 
the Sleeper, Harbinger learns the trade of wizardry by 
venturing deep into the collective unconscious known as 
the Shadowlands. There he will face monsters and 
madmen, demons and dead gods, kings and conquerors 
and cannibals. The Sleeper has told Freeman Harbinger 
that he has the potential to be a great Psychonaut, if he 
lives that long. The Shadowlands are hungry and they are 
searching for their next meal. 


From Wiktionary 


Noun. psychonaut (plural psychonauts) 4 
person who explores his or her own psyche. 


Noun. wizard (plural wizards) Someone who 
uses magic, mystic items, and magical and 
mystical practices. 


Act 


It was the season of Solomonari. The tribes engage in ritual cleansing. They teach the 
cleansing rituals to their children. Cleansing was on my mind for more reasons than the 
holy day though. | walked, lost deep in the Salt Wastes of the Foglands, and | was not 
enjoying myself. Alternating layers of mud and salt from the terrain caked my legs. My 
vest and jacket were dusted in the salt that had been carried on the winds. My 
undershirt was yellow with dried sweat and grime. | had escaped from the Ribcage 
Castle, but | was still trapped in the Foglands. | needed a Waypoint Shrine to escape the 
Foglands. But | didn't know the Salt Wastes at all, and had been wandering for far too 
long for my comfort. 


"Well this is what you get for drifting across the great canyon in a magic bubble without a 
map." | wheezed as | dragged my legs through the ice encrusted mud of the saltmarsh. 


"At least | haven't encountered any giants." 
A keening howl echoed in the distance. 


"You know. Someday | am going to learn not to give the story any ideas. But it's clearly 
not today." 


| walked on, ignoring the roars and howls of the giants in the distance. | was nowhere 
near a visible standing stone so, in theory |, was safe from the Giants. The Giants, or 
Gregorim, are a mystery of the Foglands. Enormous bipedal creatures of unknown 
origin, the giants were unknown in the Mirrored City. When the Mirrored City fell and the 
fog rolled in, the giants walked out of the fog. They made their home around the equally 
mysterious standing stones. They were dangerous and best left alone. And | intended to 
leave them alone. So in theory | was safe. 


In theory. 
"This is a useful opportunity." 
| was ruminating as | walked, not a wise idea. And so when | heard a voice behind me, | 


half drew Bloody Grin as | spun around. There was nothing unusual behind me. The 
wind whipped around me, and only me. 


"You are doing well, student," still nobody materialized before me. 


"Hello teacher," | answered, "Is it too much to hope that you're about to evacuate me? 
You know, since | managed to complete your mission and escape from the Ribcage 
Castle." 


"You have made excellent progress. But there are few better places to meet the 
Whisperer than the Salt Wastes. And so, | am tasking you with seeking out the Elder of 
the Salt Wastes, of the land itself, and obtaining its guidance. Then you can reach the 
Borderlands Bazaar. The bazaar has a waypoint shrine. And there you can escape." 


"So, I'm on my own again?" 


"You are never on your own student. | am always watching. And the story walks on your 
left side." 


"The story isn't always a welcome companion," | answered. 
After a moment of silence, | spoke again, "Teacher? Are you still there?" 
Silence. 


"So that's it. A homework assignment while I'm hypothermic and caked in salt and mud. 
Brilliant." 


The fog was Starting to roll in and dusk was approaching, so | pushed onwards. The 
Whisperer was the name of the spirit of the land. If | was going to make contact with an 
aspect of the Whisperer, | wanted a landmark of symbolic significance. Otherwise it 
would be hard to get the entity's attention. But with the fog rolling in and the light fading, 
| couldn't see very far into the distance. And | didn't Know the terrain in any event. So | 
trekked on. Although | now worried that | would go in circles. 


The howls of the giants echoed around me in the gathering darkness. | couldn't tell 
where the were coming from any longer. 


My foot caught a submerged stone, and | tipped forward straight into the frigid mud. My 
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face went under and | came up for air, sputtering and wiping salty mud from my beard. 


And then | saw them. Giants. Fifty paces ahead of me in the darkness, half a dozen 
colossus giants crouched. They stood around a collection of blackened standing stones. 
The stones seemed to be dark granite. They blended into the darkness. The giants stood 
as tall as King Kong. They crouched on digitigrade theropod legs. They were applying 
what looked like war paint to their skeletal equine faces. Talon clad fingers trailed 
pigment across spiraling horns. 


"Okay," | whispered to myself, "The standing stones will be a perfect place to connect to 
the Whisperer. But of course, the giants. The story walking on my left side again. Thanks 
teacher." 


| sighed. This was going to be cold, dangerous, and probably undignified. | pulled myself 
out of the mud and began plotting my path to the base of the standing stones. 


Act 


| slopped my way towards the standing stones, caked in mud. | was counting on the 
layer of mud providing a measure of camouflage. | prayed it worked like Arnold 
Schwarzenegger in Predator. | stooped down and slithered with my hands on bent 
knees. | studied the giants as | moved. Colossus Giants are the least aggressive of the 
Giants. Troll Giants are smaller but have a petty streak. They will harass and pursue 
people for miles and then torment them like a cat playing with a mouse. The winged 
giants Known at the Watchers hunted smaller creatures. They hunted like hawks 
hunting field mice. Colossus Giants merely drove smaller beings away from their sacred 
standing stones. 


But | was sneaking straight towards the standing stones, so that didn't help me. 


As | drew within ten paces of the stones, my foot again hit on a submerged rock. But this 
time the rock was not large, and | accidentally kicked it into another with an audible 
clack. | froze. 


The five giants turned as one to look at me. | stayed motionless, hoping the mud would 
disguise my presence. | counted to ten. And then as one the giants howled and began to 
thunder towards me. 


"Well, crap." | muttered and broke into a sloshing run towards the stones. 


The mud was up to my knees and | couldn't hurry. | tried to stay close to the boulders 
and standing stones to make it hard for the giants to reach down and grab me. As they 
closed in, | found a small crack large enough for my body and squeezed myself in. 
Enormous cracked and split claws dragged across the stone behind me. | flinched and 
wormed my way deeper into the crack. 


"The story is sadistic!" | gasped as | popped out into a space where three standing 
stones met. 


The giants clawed at the opening, pausing to bellow, before resuming their assault. My 
ears popped as the air filled with the sound of protesting stones cracking and groaning. | 
may have screamed in pain from the sheer level of noise. But if | did, | couldn't hear it. 
The stones shuddered, and rock dust pelted me. | lay curled in a fetal position, praying 
that the stones would hold together under the onslaught. 


And then the shaking and crashing stopped. The giants withdrew. And | huddled in 
silence with a ringing in my ears. | exhaled and took stock of my situation. | cowered 
inside a crack in the stone big enough for my body with no room to wiggle. | had little 
room to move. | wasn't even sure | had enough room to get back out. | considered my 
options. 


And then the giants began howling again, but on a rhythm this time. They howled in 
unison and to some sort of beat. They were doing something. | didn't have room to turn 
around in my little crevice. Which means that if | wanted to see what was happening, | 
would have to reverse back out feet first. | had no intention of emerging butt first into 
the unknown. And on top of that | was sure that the giants were enacting some sort of 
ritual. That's probably what they had been doing earlier, before | interrupted them. So, 
had they resumed the ritual? Or had they started another ritual? 


Had they decided to ignore me. Or had they decided to deal with me? 


And then the ground crumbled beneath me and | fell. The darkness became crowded 
with hands and arms. As | fell, hands reached out and clasped me. | struggled and 
flailed. And then the first bucket of water hit me. | sputtered in shock. And then | 
shouted in alarm as a scrub brush began to grind against my shin. And then another 
brush began to scrub my left forearm. A multitude of brushes scrubs and brushed and 
burnished me and the hands dragged me down into the void. 


"You have a dirty soul!" 

"We shall clean it!" 

"You Shall be cleansed!" 

"But will anything be left when we are done?" 

Soap coated him and the voices continued to talk of cleansing my soul. | had stopped 
struggling. Instead | was trying to determine what was happening. Something had me. 


And it wasn't simply hostile. It had a motive. | wasn't dinner. | was being tested. So what 
was the test? 
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And then the hands retracted, and again | was falling. | crashed into a hot spring of some 
sort and submerged. The pool was not deep and | stood up as the sulfurous vents 
bubbled away. My eyes adjusted. Some dim twilight had returned. The pool seemed to 
be sitting in the center of a massive hedge maze. As | looked around | saw wooden 
pictures of colossus giants. They stood like old carnival signs, only they stood several 
stories tall. Behind them | noticed pathways leading into the maze. All the exits had 
these carnival signs. And as my eyes adjusted, | noticed that they had writing on them 
saying “You must be this tall to ride” and showing the height marker up at giant height. 


| snorted, "Apparently | am too small to enter the maze." 


And then | heard a familiar roar. | froze first. And then turned to see the looming 
silhouettes of several colossus giants. 


"Where did they come from?" 


A giant stepped over the hedge into the clearing, and | bolted for the nearest entrance 
to the maze. 


"Never mind, I'll figure that out later!" 


| ran turning without any reason or purpose. | tried to stay ahead of the earthshaking 
footsteps behind me. The vibrations ran through me, often shaking me to my knees. 
Each time | fell and struggled back to my feet, the booming footsteps sounded closer 
than the last time. Running through the maze, | saw something in my peripheral vision. | 
glanced to the side, and saw something human like pass through an open corridor to 
my left. 


| froze for a moment, and cursed, "Now two things are hunting me." 

| began to run again, but the foot of a giant slammed down before me, blocking my way. 
| turned and bolted through the passage to my left where | had seen the shadow pass. | 
heard human sized footsteps behind me as well know. And | continued to twist and 


weave through the corridors. 


The next giant footfall shook me straight to the ground. | crashed into sitting position on 


the ground, my tailbone sparking in pain. The giants were too close. | looked at the 
hedges, and made a decision. | pushed into the hedge walls and curled into a ball. As | 
did so, a massive foot landed where | had been standing. The vibration rattled my teeth. 
| felt the shockwave of the footfall in the pit of my stomach. 


| waited. And the foot raised, and the giant moved on. The foot falls moved into the 
distance, slowly and rhythmically. | waited in silence. As | waited, the shadow passed my 
hiding spot. And still | waited. 


The footfalls grew distant. | had decided to move, when the shadow re-entered my view 
and stopped. The shadow looked left and right, and as it did | was able to get a better 
view. It was not a shadow, but in shadow. And with my eyes now acclimated to the 
twilight of the maze, | recognized my pursuer. It was me. 


As | was trying to decide what to do, my doppelganger spied me. | tried to push further 
back into the hedge, but | bumped against the trunk of one of the hedges and stopped 
dead. My doppelganger grabbed my collar and dragged him out from the hedge. 


"Why are you doing this?" My doppelganger demanded. 


Act 


| shook my head, "| don’t mean my own freedom. I'm not talking about freedom like 
escaping handcuffs. Freedom isn’t escaping capture. Freedom isn't the absence of 
constraint, it is the presence of liberty. Who are you?" 


My doppelganger shook his head, "Isn't that an excuse to do as you please. 'Do what 
thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law" 


Now | shook my head, "That's not the whole quote. 'Do what thou wilt shall be the whole 
of the Law. Love is the law, love under will.' Acting as | please would deprive others of 
freedom. And that isn't love, now is it? I'm not trying to free myself. I'm trying to free 
everyone. |'m trying to free the human mind. And not only humans. Our captivity entraps 
every other species. So I'm fighting for the freedom of all life." 


My doppelganger didn't answer. Instead, he let go of my collar and stepped back. As | 
watched, my doppelganger cracked, and my features fell away. The thing before me 
grew and transformed until | was staring at a massive stone bear. | knew this thing. This 
was a favored form of the Whisperer. 


"You're the Whisperer," | said, " You aren't me." 


"Lam reflecting you. And | am trying to determine if you can handle the task you have set 
for yourself." 


"The task I've set for myself?" 


"You have committed yourself to the cause of life. You have committed yourself to 
opposition against the Hungry Empire. And you are unready." 


"What do you mean I'm unready? And why would you care?" 


"Lam the Whisperer, as you said. | am the voice of the land. | speak for the nematode 
worms, microscopic in the soil beneath your feet. | speak for the mycelium that brings 
forth fruiting mushrooms. | speak for the mouse and the beetle. | speak for the minnow 
and the carpenter bee. All this life is reduced to objects in the eye of the Locust King. We 
are resources to be harvested. There is a deadly conversation between predator and 
prey. But it is a conversation. To the Hungry Empire, we have no voice. And so we lend 
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our voice and our strength to your resistance. You are the last humans who remember 
that we have a voice. Your success is our survival. We must know that you are ready." 


"And what if I'm not?" 

"Indeed. What if you are not?" 

"What?" 

"How can you know that you are ready? What if you aren't?" 

| paused. | never felt ready. | always felt as though | were in too deep. 

| considered. 

"It doesn't matter. | carry on anyway. The empire isn't going to stop." 

eS 

"But are you the one to choose your purpose? Do you know enough? You are a rank 
amateur in this conflict. You are inexperienced. One might even say that you are in over 


your head. Are you the one who should be choosing his own purpose?" 


"If not me, then who? Do you think that | should leave the decision to some authority 
figure? That's the way of the Locust. Deferring to authority is not the way of freedom." 


"But deferring to wisdom and experience is not the way of the Locust." 


"But experience and wisdom don't decide, they advise. And then you must make the 
final decision." 


"And if you choose wrong?" 
"| don't even know what choosing wrong would mean," | said after a moment of silence, 


"Choosing the way of Locust is choosing death. Feast with the Locust and starve 
tomorrow, after all. The way of the Locust is choosing to devour the world. That's 


choosing wrong. But beyond that? | don't know. Is there a right decision, and are all 
other choices wrong? That still sounds like the Locust. The Locust claims to hold the one 
right way. The Free Tribes hold a multitude of ways to live. As long as I'm not choosing 
the Locust, how can that choice be wrong? Maybe my choice isn't the best choice, | can 
live with that. As long as | am not walking the path of the Locust, | can live with 
uncertainty." 


The stones ground together as a smile formed on the Bear's face. 
"| accept that." 


| became aware of pain all across my body. Pain, and then a wet chill. | was soaked and 
my skin has been scraped raw as though | had been rolling on a cheese grater. | opened 
my eyes. | was in the crack in the enormous standing stone. 


"Well crap," | muttered. 


| had forgotten where | was while | was vision questing through every mystic oubliette 
inside my mind. And now, back from the crevices in my own mind, here | was back in the 
crevice in a moist slab of granite. 


| listened for the giants. 


Wind whistled past the opening at my feet. The sharp hair chilled my ankles. The 
whistling filled my ears. But | could not hear any giants. | waited. | counted to three 
hundred just to be safe. When the silence persisted, | began the arduous process of 
worming my raw and swollen body out of this crack in the rock. 


| spent a hour extricating myself from the stone. When | emerged, night had fallen. Night 
in the Foglands was unsafe. Night in the Salt Wastes was treacherous. But the giants 
were gone, and | had faced the Whisperer. So, having completed the task my teacher 
had set for me, | could continue on my way to Bazaar. 


| shook my head, "You said the Whisperer would tell me the way to the bazaar, Teacher. 
They didn't. So now what?" 
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The wind whistled past me. In the distance, | heard the howl of a giant. It was a long way 
off, but | still flinched. 


"| guess I'm finding my own way." 


And so | went. 
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Solomonar! 


The Solomonari Celebration is held after the setting of the sun. The decorations and 
banners of the Solomonari are all blacks and blues. Black, blue, and purple flowers are 
grown in containers by the tribe for the explicit purpose of being brought out and 
displayed after the setting of the sun marks the beginning of Solomonari 


Solomonari exists as a holiday to facilitate the teaching of First Aid and Hygiene Practices 
through ritual cleansing expected of all children above the age of ten as daily ablutions. 
The ablutions serve ritual and cultural purposes on their own. But mimic and thus teach 
basic first aid and hygiene in the repetition of the ablutions. The Ablutions involve 
changing into a simple robe and dropping their clothing in to boiling water, where it will 
remain for the entirety of the ablutions. Warm water is poured over the adherent and 
they scrub themselves with soap, and a cloth or brush. Once scrubbed, they are doused 
in water a second time. They dry themselves. And then they apply ceremonial bandages 
that require them to know basic splinting and bandages techniques. If old enough, they 
are given a shot glass of high proof clear alcohol, which they gargle and spit on the 
ground. Their clothing is removed from the boiling water by stick, and they dress. 


The Solomonari further exists to retell the Stories of the Witches, and Wizards and the 
Tenebrati. This is done as part of the formal ceremony for the selection of apprentices 
and mentors by all groups: warriors, providers, knights, speakers, witches and wizards, 
and the Tenebrati. All selections are made publicly save for the selection to the 
Tenebrati. The applicants for the Tenebrati are shown publicly. But the selection process 
is done in secret and applicants are forbidden from either confirming or denying if they 
were accepted or rejected. 
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The Nature of the Others 


The Denizens of the Shadowlands are divided into three categories: Inhabitants, 
Archetypes, and Others. The Inhabitants are the minds inhabiting the Shadowlands. The 
Inhabitants provide the substrate upon which the rest of the Shadowlands grow. They 
are human and non-human, plant and fungus. They are mortals whose minds float in 
the Shadow Seas and from which bloom the major realms and all the other wonders of 
the depths. The Archetypes are the cloaks which inhabitants don to change the story or 
contribute to them. The Archetypes are timeless heroes, they are roles which the story 
needs in order to continue to tell its tales. 


The Others are the apex predators of the shadow seas. They are the most powerful 
beings in the Shadow Seas, but unlike the inhabitants, they have no existence in the 
Bonelands. They cannot survive outside the Shadowlands, and indeed, they can only 
Survive in the Shadowlands when the inhabitants create a substrate strong enough to 
Support a proper narrative ecosystem. They are gods and demons, monsters and spirits 
and eldritch abominations. And they can only live within our minds and within our 
Stories. 
Yes, they live in our words and our minds. But like bacteria, they can have an enormous 
impact upon their hosts. The Others are necessary to the proper functioning of the 
sentient psyche. But not all Others are created equally. Elders are powerful and useful, 
but dangerous and must be handled with care. The Fair Folk and the Spirits are both 
helpful if dealt with safely. The Monsters are important to the strengthening of our 
minds. The Gods are toxic parasites which can damage our minds if our psychic immune 
system proves insufficient. 


They are fiction. But do not make the mistake of thinking that this means that they are 
not real. They are ideas, and nothing is more powerful than ideas. 
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The Whisperer 


The Elders are alien creatures. Any of the Elders are difficult to properly describe. 
Possibly the most difficult to describe of the Elders is the one known as the Whisperer. 
Simply put, the Whisperer is the essence of place. This place. Every place. The Whisperer 
serves as the voice of the ecosystem, the quiet voice that tells the Free Tribes how to 
live. The Whisperer is the voice the Hungry Empire must silence in order to build its 
cities. The Whisperer is a plural being with a voice of legion. The Whisperer is not a he or 
a she, and not an it. The Whisperer is they. The Whisperer is we. Because the whole of 
the ecosystem forms the body of the Whisperer. And that includes the Free Tribes. That 
includes the Hungry Empire as well, no matter how they deny it. The Hungry Empire and 
its cities may be the cancerous tumors on the Whisperer's back, but they are still a part 
of the Whisperer. And when the Whisperer chooses to move, all move with it. 


The Whisperer is the embodiment of the First Song. To be indigenous is to belong to a 
place. The Hungry Empire believes that place belongs to you. The spirit of place says 
otherwise, too vast to be owned, it is its own thing. And we belong to it... if we let it. The 
Whisperer is the voice of the land and sea and air. The voice of the world would be more 
accurate. 


_AlE WE THERE YET? 


4 


A tale based very loosely upon a true story... 
so loose that this is basically a yo mamma joke. 
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In which our hero is tasked by the Sleeper with 
stalling negotiations with the Hungry Empire so 
that a shrine in the path of the conflict can be 
safely evacuated. And in which we discuss the 
Harvest Festival, The nature of the Archetypes, 
and the denizen known as War Chief. 
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THE BASIC TECHNIQUE OF ALL MY BOOKS. ONTOLOGY IS THE 
STUDY OF BEING, THE GUERRILLA APPROACH IS TO SO MIX THE 
ELEMENTS OF EACH BOOK THAT THE READER MUST DECIDE ON 
EACH PAGE "HOW MUCH OF THIS IS REAL AND HOW MUCH IS A 
PUT—ON?* 


Robert Anton Wilson, The Illuminati Papers (1980), p. 2 
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